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no police cars, no helmeted wardens constantly
parading outside the gate. Instead the village
guardians occasionally blow their whistles;
buckets of sand and stirrup-pumps wait on the
house-holders' top-landings, and zealous members
of the Home Guard in their new semi-fitting
uniforms scan the evening skies with field-glasses
on their return from town.

Yet the lovely tranquil days of this Berkshire
country are followed by ominous nights. In
spite of the square-towered, ivied church with
its twirling weather-vane, and the somnolent
Horse and Groom Inn carrying the appropriate
trade mark of a scarlet hop leaf, peace, as
everywhere in the Home Counties, is only a
reassuring camouflage over the face of war. On
the tangle of tussocky grass at the cross-roads
stand wood and barbed-wire barricades, and
after sunset the German bombers mumble por-
tentously above the clouds with their too-familiar
sound of a heavy automobile slowly climbing a
steep mountain road. This village lies on the
customary route of the Nazi aeroplanes known
to American journalists as "Hell's Corridor55,
and we wake in the small hours to the sound of
distant crashes, the stutter of machine-guns and
the bumping of anti-aircraft batteries. On still,
clear nights, the heavy thunder of London's
barrage echoes down the Thames Valley and
across the Berkshire hills. From the horizon we